234      WHAT BECOMES OF THE SOUL AFTER DEATH
are my younger sister and daddy and so many fri-
ends Will you take me to my old mummy, please7
I promised her to come Oh, how I want to go home1"
And she would keep on gushing with a bable of such
irrelevancies, i e.y as others would think of them, but
not the child Her mother was thoroughly baffled,
and wondered if the child was mentally all right
Days and weeks and months rolled past It was
now more than six months, but Mndula would keep
on harping on her old theme, her big house and car
and friends. The poor mother, with all her efforts,
was unable to pacify the child But the merciful Lord
came to their help thus
A Yajna (a rituahstic rite according to Hindu
tradition, when sacrificial oblations of clanfied butter,
etc, are poured into fire with the chanting of sacred
syllables) was being performed on a large scale, in
which many members of the community participated
Mridula's mother, too, had gone there, taking the
child with her As the ceremony came to a close,
Mridula, who had been watching, ran towards two
small children, of her own age, who were sitting at
a distance She took off the garlands she had been
wearing and put them around the necks of those
children
The mother of the children, who stood nearby,
was surprised, but appreciated this gesture of Mn-
dula and said "You seem to be a very sweet child
Do you know them?" Mndula at once replied "Oh
I know you very well, though not these children," and
then with bubbling emotion she asked "Don't you re-
cognise me? I am Munnu, your elder sister Where